AT THE CALL OF DEATH         43
Red blood on the lips, and the eyes
Were set in a glassy stare, And the heart of the king stood still
With the horror of his despair. It was Bhim who was lying dead,
And the heavens grew dark with tears. His Bhim, his brother and friend,
The playmate of childhood's years.
Together they'd laughed and wept,
And drunk of life's brimming bowl. The cloud of his doubt was rent,
And he saw to his inmost soul. God's truth I how he loved the boy,
And had loved ever and aye, And his cowardly taunt to the tiger's haunt
Had driven Bhim forth to die.
The young king stood and groaned
With the torture of lost love's pain. He would give his realm, he would give his soul
That Bhim should wake again. Red flames leapt up in his eyes,
The sun and the sky went red, The forest reeled and the lurid light
Played even around the dead*
" Farewell," he cried, " my brother !
Of thy life full short was the span* Though mine was the higher lot,
'Tis thou wert the better man."